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Recollections 


Dear Dditor: 


In response to several requests for Sierra Club items of kistorical interest, ] am sending two versions of a 1942 Sierra Club hike 
to Pleasant View Ridge and the Schedule write-up, | met Fred Johnson on that hike and after a few years’ interruption by a war, 
we had scverai enjovable peak bagging trips together. Tnen, in 1946 or 1947, he went east to college and J lost track of him. 
Recently, we haw renewed acquaintances anz } have found that he is living in the Bay area, is retired and occasionally comes 
to Seuthern California to continue with his 100 peak begging. He has sent me kis list of peaks and I noted that his second peak 


was Pieasant View Ridge, Apri 35,1842. 1 sent hima write-up 


of my recollections of that hike and to my surprise, he sent me 


a write-up that he had written: just after the hike. With his permission, I enclose his interesting account. One thing we agree 
on, if wasa cold and miserable dav. I kave bocn to Pleasant View Ridge three other times and on those occasions, I found it very 


pleasant. 


Pleasant View Ridge and Buckhorn Flats 
Sunday, April 5, 1942 


It had rained Friday and it had becn gloomy Saturday, so 
] was afraid that maybe I wouldn't be able to ge that 
Sunday to Pleasant View Ridge. Besides the weather's 
being bad, ] had not been abic to get any transportation 
through Beatrice Cannon and it looked as though ] 
wouidn’'t get any at all. However, the leader, Jack Bas- 
com, was able to get me transportation with Doris Coble 
at the last minute. Although it was cloudy Sunday 
morning, I took the street car to Pasadena, where Doris 
Coble met me. We then went up the Angeles Crest 
Righway to Buckhorn Flats, which we missed at first. 
The sky was very forbidding and we didn’t know 
whether we would have a snow fall before we got back 
or not. Anyway, about twelve of us started out about 
10:00 over a good trail which meandered all over no- 
where to Pleasant View Ridge. After about six miles 
ost of the group started to fall behind, but the rest of us 
went on another mile or so to the end of our hike ona 
saddie on the ridge. It was rcally cold and we nearly 
froze to death, it seemed. Aftcr having had a bite to eat, 
Henry Greenhood and I went up to Thrail Peak (7978’), 
a short distance from where we ate, to take a couple of 
pictures. It was so darn cold that we couid only take one 
picture and then our hands went numb. About 1:00 we 
started back down, meeting the rest of the group a mile 
or two down the trail. We continued back to the cars 
along the same trail, which got pretty monotonous, and 
got back to Buckhorn Flats without running into any 
rain or snow. It did rain rather hard coming back down 
Angeles Crest, but it was sunny in the city. 

] don’t see why they call it Pleasant View Rid ge; we 
sure got a Jousy view. It was a cold and monotonous 
hike, but J enjoyed it nevertheless, as J have every Sierra 
Club trip. 

- Fred Johnson 


A Sierra Club Hike To Pleasant View Ridge 
Easter Sunday - April 5, 1942 
I was scheduled to be Assistant Leader on a hike to 
Pleasant View Ridge. Weldon Heald, the leader, called a 
few days before to say he couldn’t make the hike. Would 
] please sub for him? In those days, that meant be both 
leader and assistant leader. I had a cal! froma lad named 
“Fred” who wanted to know if he was old enough and 


- Jack Bascom 


had sufficient experience for the hike. After hearing his 
record of climbs of Baldy, etc. I assured him that he 
would have no trouble with this hike. After] hung up the 
phone, J said te myself, “With his experience, I should 
have asked him to Jead the hike.” ns 

I worried about the river crossing, a mile and a half 
below Buckhorn. Inthe springtime, after thesnow melts, 
the river can be high and be a problem. So, I left home 
very early, ran down to the crossing and finding some 
logs, constructed a bridge. Then] hurried back and met 
the others. I said nothing about the bridge and decided 
I would surprise them with it as we crossed the river. 
When we reached the crossing, I proudly went to the 
bridge, while the others boulder hopped across. Feeling 
like a chicken, I kept quiet about building the brid ge. 

It was acold; cloudy day and it became colder as we 
approached the top. Snow was imminent and visibility 
was near zero. Believe it or not, 1 had carried along a 
popcorn popper and a stove in my pack. Well, they only 
added about 10 pounds and I thought it would be nice to 
have popcorn while looking at Mt. Whitney, Telescope 
Pk, Cuyamaca and San Clemente Island, as described in 
the Schedule. However, it was socold, ] couldn’t take my 
hands out of my pockets, so, I never displayed or men- 
tioned the popper. 

While ] was walking about to keep from freezing, 
the troops decided to leave and left without saying 
good-bye. When | saw them disappearing from sight 
down the trail, I ran after them yelling, “Wait for me, I’m 
the Jeader. You can’t go without me”. To catch them, I 
went over Will Thrall Pk. and down a firebreak on the 
east side, cutting them off at Burkhart Saddle. ] counted 
them and found that one was missing. I went back to the 
top, where | found the missing person wandering about 
in the fog, unperturbed. He had found some animal 
nests that had intrigued him. Were we ready to leave? | 
told him that the others had already left to beat the 
impending snow storm. Together, we walked out to the 
cars. Luckily, there was no rain or snow but it was very 
cold. The Schedule said it was 14 miles, but for the trail 
Sweep it was closer to 20. 


- Jack Bascom 


Over forty years after he started his 100 Peaks list, Fred 
Johnson climbed kis one hundredth peak, Big Pine Mountain 
(San Rafael Wilderness), on May 1, 1988. Congratulations, 
Frank! I= REO ! 


Recollections 


Pjomed the Sterna Club in 1997 when 
the total membership 
was about 5,000. 
There were 3,500 in 
the Bay Area and 
1,500 in the Southern 
California Chapter, A 
small 3 1/2" x 6" 
schedule with about 
70 pages was pub- 
lished every four months. Besides list- 
ing cvents, it contained several pages of 
personals, narriages, offsprings, obits, 
cic. New members also were listed, and 
in 1937 there were about 30 per sched- 
ule. Meetings, with a program, where 
held every Friday night at Clifton’s 
Cafeteria, 648 South Broadway and 
later at Boos Bros. Cafeter* 530 South 
Hill Street. Dues were e 4 a yearanda 
trail fee of S¢ was collected to keep the 
chapter out of the red. 

There were sce strange activities 
listed in the Chapter Schedules. For 





example, one moonlight hike was de- 
scribed in this manner: “Beverly Beau- 
ty by Moonlight - A Hike - A Drive - A 
Street Dance”. Hikers hiked seven 
miles, lazy loafers drove, and all met in 
tront of a Patrol Station for a moonlight 
street dance. Moonlight hikes were sel- 
dom in Griffith Park, but generally in 
the western Hollywood Hills, Monteci- 
tO Hills (now called Debs Park), Eagle 
Rock Hills or, occasionally, to a peak 
in the San Gabriels. | remember one 
moonlight hike to Josephine Peak. We 
filled the ranger’s lookout, sang songs 
and then, back at the cars, were met by 
a Good Humor Man, He had come ten 
miles from La Cafada. 

There were two sections, the Rock 
Climbing section and the Ski Moun- 
tiineers and two lodges, Muir Lodge in 
Big Santa Anita Canyon and Harwood 
Lodge at Manker Flat. Muir Lodge was 
destroyed by the 1938 flood. Overnight 
rates at Muir Lodge were 10¢ and 25¢ 
at Harwood. 

‘The Pasadena and Riverside 
groups had meetings of their own, The 
Pasadena Group met once a month at 
the YWCA in Pasadena for dinner and 
meeting. Tlived in Pasadena in 1937, so 
Pdecided to attend a local meeting. | 
went to the caleteria, then upstairs to 
the meeting room. LE cautiously backed 
ito the room: with my loaded tray. 
Then (looked around and thought, 
“Wow! What a group!” T was in the 
wrong room, a meeting of the Girls 
League from City College! 

I found the Sterra Club down the 
hall, a half dozen old friends of John 
Muir. —Jack Bascom 





Spring, 1992 
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Sunset Peak Hike 


continued from page 8 

spent about five minutes on my hands 
and knees in the snow picking up the 
orange stuff and I threw it over the 
side. It worked—they didn’t see it. 

I have to admit it was a bit spooky 
hiking back alone in the dark, with 
snow all around. After a while the 
moon came up and visibility was better, 
but the ruts seemed to be more frozen 
and slippery. I stayed on the uncom- 
pacted snow most of the time and I got 
back to the cars about 40 minutes be- 
fore the others. All nine sign-outs got to 
the summit, except me. 

This was a neat hike, and the snow 
added an element of beauty and adven- 
ture. I’m looking forward to next year’s 
Sunset Peak hike. I want to commend 
Duane for his decision to turn back 

am™, when, in his judgement, half cf the 
group were having difficulty with the 
weather and the trail conditions. This is 
the kind of caring leader the Sierra 
Club tries to mold, and the kind I feel 
most comfortable hiking with. 
— Bill Russell 


Recollections 


In 1937, I was working as an engineer 
for the Metropolitan Water District 
(MWD) on construction of a tunnel un- 
der Pasadena. One of my co-workers 
was George Bauwens, Chairman of the 
Ski Mountaineers Section of the Sierra 
Club. He brought me schedules and in- 
formation in the hope of making me a 
member of the club. In July, I agreed to 
go with him to a work party at the San 
Antonio Ski Hut. I asked George what 
clothes I should wear and he said, 
“Have you a tuxedo?” I said “No”, and 
he said, “Then you will have to rent 
one.” It was a good thing that I didn’t 
follow his advice as I spent the day 
vem, Painting the hut. 

George had remarkable energy. He 
could carry a 100 pound load of sup- 
plies from the trailhead to the hut in 





Outing Reports 


less than an hour and then work hard all 
day. He was completely devoted to the 
Ski Mountaineers. Anyone who 
couldn’t keep up with him, he freely la- 
beled as a “lazy loafer”. He was from 
Germany and at that time war clouds 





were forming in Europe. Men on the 
job resented his often officious manner, 
so they called him “The Count”. One 
day, he called them together and said, 


KK, | am not a Count”. So then, they called 
im the “No-A-Count”. One thing he 


wamed me about was to keep away 
from Sierra Club hikes as the hikers 
were mostly old people, their hikes 
were just Sunday morning strolls, and 
on every hike there was at least one 
wacko. I disappointed George as I 
never became a skier, but went in for 
hiking instead. A few months later, he 
left the MWD and joined the faculty at 
Use. 

In mid-October 1937, I decided to 
try an “old folks stroll”. The meeting 
place was 2-1/2 miles north of Camp 
Bonita in the East Fork and the sched- 
ule said to bring flashlight and gloves. 
There were 20 people on the hike and 
they all looked fairly robust. As I 
dropped my nickel for the trail fee into 
the leader’s cup, I wondered if I was 
going to get my money’s worth. If not, 
I could go to the gym in the afternoon. 
We were late in starting and it was 
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probably 9 am when we left. We 
strolled up the canyon on a good trail to 
the Stanley Miller Mine where we had 
our lunch about 10:30, with time for a 
siesta. In the group there was a strange 
couple. The man talked to others, but 
his wife was silent. It became evident 
that she was a deaf mute and there were 
some remarks made about how lucky 
he was to have a wife that couldn’t talk. 

Near the end of our stay, I gota 
jolt when I heard the mine operator say 
to our leader, “It will be dark before 
you get to the top of Iron Mountain.” 
Where was Iron Mountain and why had 
we spent so much time at the mine if 
we were going on? We started up the 
ridge and it was no longer an easy 
stroll. The ndge got steeper and 
brushier. Suddenly, to our amazement, 
the deaf mute began to talk. She had 
had enough and was going back. I 
thought, “By George, there is a wacko 
in the group.” No amount of persuasion 
could get her to go on. Someone had to 
go back with her, so 12 people volun- 
teered including the trail sweep. Seven 
of us went on and reached the top after 
dark. We had climbed 6000 feet! Now I 
could see why we had eaten our lunch 
and basked in the sunshine down be- 
low. It was too dark and cold on top. 
Our leader took us down to the Allison 
Mine and he knew that a straight line 
was the shortest distance, so we went 
down Allison Gulch. We inched our 
way down the gulch and late at night, 
heard a hom blowing. The couple liv- 
ing at the mine had heard our screams, 
and gave us encouragement with a 
horn. They weren’t accustomed to hav- 
ing guests drop in late at night from the 
gulch. From the mine we had a trail 
back to the cars and arrived there in the 
early moming hours, more dead than 
alive. 

The next day, on the job, as I 
hobbled around with a cane, I saw 
George. He wanted to know if I had 
been in an accident. “No”, I replied, “I 
just went for a morning stroll with 
some old folks.” — Jack Bascom 


~ 


Summer, 1992 





Recollections 


In the pre-war years, I served on the 
Schedule Committee of the Southern 
California Chapter. My duly was to 
write up the Sunday day hikes for the 
schedule. In those days there were no 
leadership training courses and the suit- 
ability of leaders was at my discretion. 
In general, leaders were required to be 
members of the Sierra Club, show a 





i . 
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willingness to lead, be mentally sound, 
physically fit and morally straight. The 
last item was important as the leader 
had to account for all the nickels he had 
collected as trail fees. When a leader 
failed to show up for a hike, I would of- 
ten substitute. 

In November 1940, our committee 
received a letter from Weldon Heald 
describing a hike he had made from 
Buckhom to Pleasant View Ridge. A 
recent extension of the Angeles Crest 
Highway had made this day hike pos- 


e™<ible. In his letter Weldon said, “I be- 


.ieve it is new to the Club and is of 
such a high order that I am very enthu- 
siastic about it.” He followed with a de- 






+ 


Recollections 


tailed description of the hike including 
the view: “From Cuyamaca Peak to Mt. 
Whitney and from San Clemente Island 
to Telescope Peak, one of the finest 
views in Southern California.” I was 
given the letter and was expected to 
follow up. 

I found that he was unlisted in the 
directory and the only address he had 
given was “Los Arboles, Rubio Can- 
yon, Altadena”. I soon found that there 
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Photo by Braeme EL. Gigas 


were many trees in Rubio Canyon. I 
was about to give up looking for him, 
when it occurred to me that since there 
was another Heald in the phone book, 
he might be a relative. I called him. He 
was not relative, but had gotten mail by 
mistake and was able to direct me to 
Weldon’s home. I dropped in on him 
ona Sunday morning and he was sur- 
prised when I showed him his letter, In 
a few minutes, I was convinced that he 
conformed to the necessary require- 
ments fora leader and, then, I began to 
persuade him to Iead the hike. He pro- 
tested saying that not only had he never 
led a hike, but he had never gone on a 
day hike. I explained to him that, since 
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Weldon Heald (at left) and Jack Bascom near Mt. Harvard ca. 1944. 
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he was the only one that had scouted 
the trip, he was better able to lead it 
than anyone else. He finally agreed and 
we settled on a date, June 29, 1941.1 
recall that later, 1 was complimenung 
myself on getting his assent to lead the 
hike, when it occured to me that I had 
forgotten to ask him if he was a mem- 
ber of the Club! 

The next time I saw him was the 
day of the hike. He did an excellent job 
of leading and the day was so clear that 
we did see Mt. Whitney. On the return 
hike to the cars, Weldon divulged to me 
an idea he had. He had compiled a list 
of 112 peaks over 5000' elevation be- 
tween the Tehachapis and the Mexican 
border. This list he had gotten from 
topo, Forest Service and Auto Club 
maps. It was his intention to climb 100 
of these peaks. He asked me what I 
thought of his idea. 

It took me a few minutes lo re- 
spond. At first, I thought it was another 
labor for Hercules. If he wanted to 
make the Book of Records, I could sug- 
gestan casier way. Someone had just 
pushed a peanut with his nose up Pikes 
Peak. That seemed casier. However, 
since he had done a great job of Iead- 
ing, I had to be careful with my reply. 
Suddenly, I got an idea. I wanted to go 
back to Iron Mountain and see what the 
top looked like in daylight. It was diffi- 
cult to find anyone to go with. The 
people I had climbed it with four years 
earlier on a 17 hour Club hike [see last 
issues’ Recollections-Ed.], turned pale 
and sick when I mentioned another hike 
to Iron Mountain. If I could get Weldon 
to go with me, and we found a better 
route, we could make it by daylight 
How much persuasion would it take? I 
asked him if he wanted to include Iron 
Mountain on his list. He said he was 
eager to climb it if he could find some- 
one to accompany him. We agreed on a 
date for the hike. Then, I told him his 
“Hundred Peaks List” was a great idea. 


That made him happy. 
— Jack Bascom 


Fall, 1992 






Recollections - 


The idea of climbing 100 peaks over 
5,000' elevation between the 
Tehachapis and the Mexican border 
was conceived by Weldon Heald in 
1940. After climbing Hot Springs 
Mountain in that year, he found that he 
had climbed 50 peaks and decided to 
go for 100. When we climbed Iron 
Mountain in November 1941, it was his 
65th peak and I had collected 38. 
Weldon was an interesting person to 
hike with. He was a graduate of MIT 
with a degree in architecture but was 
more interested in writing about the 
outdoors. He wrote extensively for 
Westways and Sunset magazines and 
was the author of several guides 
including a “Guide to California”. He 
was a Vice-President of the American 
Alpine Club and a Director of the 
Sierra Club. 

J accompanied him on many of his 
peak bagging hikes and together we 
revised the lists, adding new peaks as 
we found them. I recall a hike we made 
up Icchouse Canyon, Thad previously 
climbed Ontario Peak, but Cucamonga 
Peak was new to me, Since Weldon had 
made Cucamonga but not Ontario, we 
parted at the saddle and went for our 
different goals, I noted a distinct peak 
east of Cucamonga Peak that was 
shown on the topo map as 8701". 1 
suggested to Weldon that we add it to 
the list. He said, “What shall we call 
it?” I said, “If Ontario Peak is north of 
Ontario and Cucamonga Peak is north 
of Cucamonga, what do you say we call 
8701' ‘Etiwanda Peak’ as it is north of 
Etiwanda?’” So that is how it got that 
name. 

On another hike we climbed Mt. 
Emma. That evening Weldon called to 
say that he had checked the latest top 
map and that Mt. Emma was shown to 
be a higher point about a mile south of 
the one we had climbed. The mountain 
we had climbed was called “Emuina” on 
older maps, so he said “What do you 
say we call it ‘Old Mt. Emma’.” When 
it came to giving names to peaks, we 


Miscellany 
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were drunk with power. No onc else 
was interested. 

I recall a hike we made from 
Crystal Lake to Windy Gap, where 
again we parted, Weldon going to ML. 
Williamson, which I had previously 





The First 100th Peak 
Jack Bascom (left) & Weldon Heald, 
June 1946 


climbed, and 1 went over Throop Peak 
to Mt. Lewis. At an agreed upon time, | 
flashed sunlight by a mirror to him, 
Weldon failed to see it, but being a 
prolific writer, he wrote about it in the 
Williamson register and for years after 
I heard from others about our experi- 
ment. As I crossed the saddle between 
Mt. Lewis and Throop Peak, I recall 
thinking, “What a nice secluded place 
to build a hideaway cabin.” It was well 
that I didn’t carry out such plans as the 
Angeles Crest Highway now goes 
through Dawson Saddle. 

On another hike we went to 
‘Thomas Mountain, where I managed to 
bring home a wood lick, That evening 
while driving down Colorado Suet in 
Pasadena, my arm becanic paralyzed. | 
drove to the Emergency Hospital where 


the doctor used some chlorofonn and 
removed the tick. Worried as to 
whether I had enough moncy to pay for 
the operation I inquired, “How much?” 
The doctor replied, “No charge.” Those 
were the days. 

A war interrupted our peak 
bagging, but in 1946 we continucd. 
Others had become interested and the 
“idea” had become a game. The first 
100 Peaks scheduled hike was made on 
March 10, 1946 to Iron No. 3 and 
Rabbit Peak. I was the leader and 
Parker Severson was the assistant 
leader, Later, another 100 Peaks 
scheduled hike was made to ‘Throop 


_ Peak. On this hike, a reporter and 
' photographer came along from the Los 
' Angeles Times and we gained much 


publicity. We could say, “Without a 
newsletter, we just pul our write-ups on 
the front page of the Times!” 

In June 1946, Weldon completed 
the 100 peaks and I was privileged to 
accompany him. We drove from 
Lockwood Valley on a one-way dirt 
road to a high point near Mt. Pinos, 
then hiked over Mt. Pinos and Sawmill 
Mountain to Grouse Mountain, To 
record my congratulations a lime 
exposure picture was taken. The first 
climbing of 100 peaks had been 
accomplished. —Juck Bascom 
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nthe 1920's the trails to Mt, Lowe were well patronized, There was no sam Merrill Trail to Echo Mountain until the 

mid-thirties, but there was a Roca Trail, named for a sign on the railway aboula half mile from the Rubio Pavilion and 

bottom of the incline. ‘The Roca Trail was steep and passed near the present Sam Merrill Trail, where it switclics back to 
go under the transmission lines. It crossed the incline at the mid-point and then switched back many Limes before reaching 
Echo Mountain. 

In the late forties, this trail became nearly impassable. I traversed it then and found it badly washed out in the region just 
west of the incline crossing. The upper half of this trail continued to be in good shape. About this ume, I found an interesting 
short hike. ‘This was to climb half way up the incline, follow the Roca Trail a short way, drop down into Rubio Canyon 
(above the falls), follow the canyon bottom to where it joined Castle Canyon, and tako a trail built by the water company that 
led to the Castle Canyon ‘Trail. Then I crossed over Echo Mountain, dropped down into Las Flores Canyon and went back to 
the starting point. I considered writing up this trailess hike for a Sierra Club Schedule but, on second thought, decided against 
it, as I might lose more people than the allowable five percent. This was before the time of trip classificauions. 

The map above was made from some notes that | made in the early 1920's on a hike up the Lone Tree Trail and down 
the car track and Roca ‘Trail. Every important feature was marked by a metal sign and I recorded them in a notebook. These 
signs are all gone now, taken by vandals. On the south side of the Sunset Trail and just cast of Sunset Point there was a Big 
Cone Spruce tree with a metal sign, All that remains are the four nail holes in the tree! 

When I was on the Schedule Commitice in 1940 J was looking for a new route to ML, Lowe and something of historical 
‘nterest. 1 went up in Grand Canyon, looking for the level benches that remained from the tree cuttings by Chapman and his 
Mission Indians in 1819 (see the write-up from the 1941 Schedule on page 1). I found the benches, and I also found two 
abandoned cabins and a good trail that led to the firebreak about a hundred yards below Sunset View. The cabins are gone bul 
has the trail disappeared? 

It is hoped that some of these trails Uhat have ceascd to exist will be restored and open up new vistas to hikers, 

| — Jack Bascom 
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RECOLLECTIONS 


[ recall a hike to Mc. Lowe when I was in high school. It was 
during the Chrisumas vacation of 1926 and the day brought 
high clouds and cold temperatures. With my friend Bill, we 


walked the ewo miles from 
ut, LOWE RALWAT CENTENNIAL, our homes to the trailhead. As 


1893: 1993 we went up through the 


poppy ficlds of Altadena, we noticed a spectacular fire on the 
ridpe above Echo Mountain, It was near the Sunset Trail, 
where we would be hiking in a couple of hours. In those days, 
it Was customary to conscript anyone that was able-bodied to 
fight a forest fire. We discussed the advisability of going on. 
Then an ash fell in my hand and we started to go back. The ash 
melted. It was snowing in Altadena! 

We went on, and at Echo Mountain we learned that the 
fire had been a conwolled burn. The Sunset Trail was obliter- 
ated by snow, so we had to follow the car tracks to Alpine Tav- 
erm. In those days, there was no Angeles Crest Highway and the 
Mc. Lowe Railway was the best way to get to the snow, so they 
were running extra cars to handle the large crowds. At two dol- 
lars a ridle the Pacific Electric Railway was making moncy for 
its owner, Henry Huntington. We reached the tavern and went 
in to warm up by the fire. Over the fireplace were the words, 
"Ye Omament Of A House Is Ye Guest Who Doth Frequent It’. 
Hikers were always welcome at Alpine Tavern. 

Back at Echo Mountain we warmed up again by the wood 
stove in the powerhouse. It was a unique hike and we were 
grateful that we hadn't turned back. The snowstorm had taken 
care of the fire. — JACK BASCOM 
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RECOLLECTIONS 


When I was about 4 years old my dad took me ona hike up 
the Arroyo Seco. We travelled by streetcar to Lincoln Avenue 
and Montana Street and hiked from there to the Arroyo. 
I recall there was only a trail with frequent river 
crossings. My legs were too short for boulder 
hopping, so I had to be carried across the 
many river crossings. I don’t know how far we 
went, buc | remember the canyon was narrow and 
wild in places. 

On the return trip, we met a man, call him Mr. A, who - 
was hiking alone. The two men struck up a conversation and 
it soon turned to automobiles. There weren’t many cars then. 
Soon they were discussing the speed of cars and both agreed 
that car manufacturers should be compelled to install | 
Governors to control the maximum speed. My dad was from a 
farm and he held that since a horse and buppy couldn't zo 
faster than 15 miles per hour without upping the buppy over, 
the maximum speed of an auto should be 15 m.p.h. Mr. A 
argued for a maximum speed of 25 m.p.h., saying that the 
time would come when cars would be used by people to go to 
work and time would be important. My dad countered by 
saying, “We have the Pacific Electric and it goes everywhere,” 

Mr. A then changed his argument and said, “What if 
someone wanted to take his family to the mountains ona 
Sunday?” My dad’s answer was “We have the Mt. Lowe 
railway. Who would want anything better?” I sided with my 
dad as he was my means of crossing the river, and besides he 
had the nickel that was going to get me home on the streetcar! 


— Jack Bascom 















RECOLLECTIONS _ 


Twenty years ago, I was attending the night hikes in Griffith 
Park. A gas shortage made me change my plans and | looked 
for a hiking area nearer home. Bonelli Park offered a 250 acre 
lake, some hills, but almost no trails. Via Verde Avenue ran 
through the park and a dirt road existed along the south side 
of the lake. Construction was in progress at Picnic Valley and 
at the site of the upper recreational vehicle area, I found a 
good trail from Brackett Field to Via Verde and a road to the 
VOR (navigational aid to airplanes), so the only feasible hike 
was to go to the VOR and return by hiking down to the lake 
and back to Brackett Field. With this proposed hike in mind, I: 
contacted Frank Goodykoontz, the Mt. Baldy Group’s outing 
chairman, and on March 12, 1975 made the hike with him. 
He agreed to put a write-up in the Baldy Eagle for a hike and 
it was scheduled for April 30, 1975. It was agreed that if not 
enough people came we would discontinue the hikes. 

To make a success of the first hike, we put a notice in the 
Claremont Courier and publicity was given at the Mt. Baldy 
and Rio Hondo Group meetings. On opening night, 21 
people showed up—six from the Rio Hondo Group. 

We had a stroke of luck. A few days before the hike, the 
County completed work on trails that allowed us to hike to 
the open reservoir and back, making a five mile hike. In the 
summer of 1975, three other hikes were scheduled, with as 
many as 45 people in attendance. 

I recall one night we watched the Moon occult the first 
magnitude star Aldeberan. Several times I brought portable 
telescopes and we looked at the Moon, Jupiter, or Saturn. 

I led the hikes for 8 years and during this time we had 
100 hikes, with 2,359 signatures on the outings sign-in sheets. 
Attendance varied from 3 (on a very rainy night) to 55. I was 


grateful to Bob Frampton for doing a fine job as trail sweep. 
— Jack Bascom 





RECOLLECTIONS 


In the 45 years between 1937 
and 1982, I climbed Mt. San 
Antonio (Old Baldy) 107 times. 
84 times were via the Sierra 
Club’s Ski Hut trail, 19 times 
were via Baldy Notch and the 
Devil's 
Backbone, 
and 4 
times were 
from Mt. 
Baldy 
Village via Bear Flats. I kept a 
diary and recorded unusual 
events. 48 times the hikes were 
made alone and some of those 
were unusual. 

On November 6, 1976, I 
started alone up the trail to the 
ski hue. I hadn't gone far when 
] noticed a huge black dog was 
following me. I cried to per- 
suade him to go back without 
success. The size of him and his 
big teeth scared me, sof picked 





up a stick. I wasn’t poing to face 
extermination without a fight. 
Soon, I began to feel foolish 
carrying the big stick. If he had 
any intentions of attacking me, 
he would have done so earlier, 
so I threw the stick away. The 
dog climbed down, retrieved it 
and brought it back to me. 
Then, I couldn’t get rid of 
either the stick or the dog. For a 
better name, | called him Canis 
Mayor (C.M.) although he 
looked bigger than the one in 
the sky. When we reached the 
top, I found that C.M. didn’t 
care for my raisins, nuts and 
Sego and he gave me a really 
hungry look. I resolved to never 
hike alone again without some 


food for a hungry dog. 
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We started down and when 
we reached the 1,000 foot drop- 
off, C.M. took off and left me. I 
watched him go and with 
delight, I threw away the stick 
and prepared to eat my lunch. I 
was alone at last. Then I saw 
him 1,000 feet below looking 
up at me and wondering what 
was keeping me. To find out, 
he climbed back up. I wondered 
if I had any friend that would 
do that. Going down the trail, 
we met a couple of girls that 
were frightened at the size of 
the dog. “Would he bite?”, they 
asked me. I replied, “He’s not 
my dog, but I’ve wondered 
about that all day. So far, he 
hasn’t bitten me.” Down at the 
trailhead, C.M. took offona 
run for home. He was late for 
lunch and so was I. 

‘November 24, 1974 was a 
very clear day and from the top 
of Baldy I could see Mt. 
Whitney 163 miles to the north 
and to. the south many ships 
and the Coronados Islands off 
the coast of Baja California, 131 
miles distant. 133 miles is the 
calculated distance to sea level 
that can be seen from Old 
Baldy due to the curvature of 
the earth. I generally carried a 
3/8 inch diameter piece of 
transparent tubing about 20 
inches long and weighing less 
than an ounce. When filled 
with water and held at arm’s 
length, this tubing made an 
excellent hand level and with it, 
it was easy to demonstrate the 
curvature of the earth. For 
example, from the top of Baldy, 
a level line passed 1,600 feet 
above the top of Mr. San 
Jacinto, alchough San Jacinto is 


800 fect higher than Old Baldy. 
Also, a level line from Baldy 
passed above Mc. Whitney 
(14,495') 163 miles distant as 
the earth’s curvature in that 
distance is 15,250 feet. Inciden- 
tally, the cubing had another 
use—as a straw, drinking water 


from a stream! 
— Jack Bascom 
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REGISTER BOX ON MT. SAN ANTONIO (10,064'), SEPTEMBER, 1950 


RECOLLECTIONS 


My most frightening hike to the top of Baldy was in September, 
1950. The register box atop the mountain was made by Kasper, 
Caspersen who had made boxes for many of the Southern Califor- 
nia peaks. In 1949, when I visited Baldy, the box was missing. I 
found it about a hundred yards down the west side of the moun- 
tain. It needed a permanent mounting, So, with a girlfriend, we 
went up to establish a permanent mount for the box. 

The stand consisted of 1-1/2 inch pipe about 2-1/2 feet long 
with an adapter plate welded at one end of the pipe. It was set in a 
concrete base with 3/8 inch steel rods driven in at angles. Each of us 
carried about 50 pounds of pipe, cement, water, rods, sledge, etc. 

It was a fine day when we started, but as we neared the peak, a 
black cloud settled over it. Just as we reached the top, lightening 
bolts began to strike. We waited out the thunderstorm under a bush 
down the south side. The lightening strikes were too close for 
comfort. There was no time to count seconds between the lighten- 
ing and thunder. When it was over, we watched a dozen or more 
fires from burning trees, especially on the side of Mt. Dawson. 

One good thing came from the storm. We finished our task 
without interference from a nosy public. The pipe stand remained 
for 27 years. Then, on a hike in 1977, I found it gone. | used to 
think of it as the highest reinforced concrete structure in Los 
Angeles County. And what happened to the girl who shared the 
harrowing experience? 


She became my wife! 
— PuHoro & Text By JACK BASCOM 


Recollections 


May 4, 1974 was a day with 
high clouds. On a solo hike to 
Baldy, I went past the Sierra 
Club Ski Hut and when I 
reached the top there was a 
light snowfall. It soon became 
a whiteout and I had some 
difficulty finding my way 
down. Fearful of going down 
the wrong side, I finally 
recognized a dead tree that led 
me down to the trail on the 
south side. 

Six times I watched the 
sunrise from the top of Baldy. 
Before going up, I would 
generally make calculations of 


the time of sunrise, but the 
point of sunrise was too 
difficult to determine and 
the predicted time was too 
much in error. One early 
morning as I was hiking in 
Bonelli Park, I observed a 
sunrise over Mt. San 
Gorgonio. This occurred 
every year from a point 
west of the lake on or about 
September 18 and calcula- 
tions for this event were 
generally within a few 
seconds in error. It was a 
good problem in Positional 
Astronomy and Physical 
Geography, involving | 
curvature and shape of the 
earth, refraction and other 
parameters. 

My 100th climb of 
Baldy occurred on July 22, 
1978. Nine friends joined in 
the hike and helped me 
make a fine celebration of 
the day. The following 
report by Ellenann Cobb 
appeared in the Baldy Lugle. 

-- JACK BASCOM 
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JACK BASCOM #100 HIKE 
TO MT, BALDY 

July 22, 1978 

I was one of the privileged 
few to go on the climb to 
Mt. Baldy for Jack Bascom’s 
100th trip to the top. The 
weather was beautiful and 
warm and the ten in the 
group were very congenial 
after a nice breakfast at 
Michael J’s, before hitting 
the trail. Once on top a few 
photos were taken and then 
off to the trees for some 
much deserved shade. The 
champagne flowed freely 


and the delicious cakes and’:'": °° 


snacks were spread under _ 
the trees for everyone to 
enjoy. The trip was an 
event not only for Jack’s 
#100, but also we all saw 
Venus in the daylight after 
looking for some time for it. 
Three returned via the bowl 
and the rest leisurely came 
back the way they had 
come. It was a great trip and 
lo share it with Jack was 
the best possible way to 
spend a day. 

Ellenann Cobb 


— FROM THE NEWSLETTER OF THE 


Mt. BALDY GROUP, THE BALDY 
EAGLE, SEPTEMBER, 1978. 


SIERRA CLUB ANNUAL DINNER 
(San Francisco) 


No.22—Saturday Evening, December 4. 
The Sierra Club Annual Dinner will be held at 


the Sir Francis Drake Hotel in San Francisco. 


Price probably will be $2.25 per reservation. 
Make reservations with San Francisco office a few 


days prior to December 4. 


— FROM THE SIERRA CLUB SCHEDULE, 1937. COURTESY OF JACK BASCOM. 
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RECENT 


JACK DOES IT! (478 


Saturday, July 22, “ Jack Bascom, our 
Mt. Baldy Group's popular Outing 
Chairman, made his ONE HUNDREDTH 
ascent of 10,064 ft. high Mt. San 
Antonio ("Old Baldy"). 


He was joined by a party of friends 
who first met with him for a 5:30 AM 
breakfast at Michael J's in La Verne. 


They left their cars at the road- 
forks below the falls and hiked up 
the Ski Mountaineer's trail past the 
Ski Hut, across the Big Bowl, up 
through the timber, around behind the 


_ Pinnacles past the Hellcat debris and 


on to the top. 


After a round of hand'shaking and 
picture taking, the party retired to 
the shade of a Lodgepole Pine telow 
the summit and broke out a celebration 
feast complete with ice-chilled 
champagne in stem-ware glasses! Mike 
Marcario had a pack full of crushed 
ice and bottles of champagne that 
weighed about 65 lbs. Others also 
brought more bottles. There were .7 
bottles (including one giant “magnum") 
for the ten celebrants. Everyone 
agreed that never before had they 
been so "high" on Baldy! 


There were a few snowdrift remnants 
around and Carlos Riva made the mis- 
take of giving some to Ellen Ann Cobb, 


who promptly proved her dead-eye 


marksmanship by hitting each member . 
of the. party with a snow ball on the 
first.try. 


Mike Marcar spotted the planet Venus 
overhead in spite of the mid-day sun. 
After a hard struggle he was able to. 
get everyone in*the party to also see 
it. They had to take turns lying on 
the rocks with their head against a. 
rucksack in a certain position, then 
look past the tip of a certain branch 
of our tree and presto, there she was! 


Two beautiful long-winged sail planes 
put on an air-show for us in response 
to a signal mirror flashed at them by 
one of our patty. 


NEWSLCETTER - 


OUTINGS ) 


Jack got out an engineer's sighting 
level and used it to demonstrate the . 
earth's curvature. To our surprise, 
the top of San Gorgonio Peak ("Old © 
Grayback"), 11,495 ft., is just about 
"level" with the top of. "Baldy" due 
to the curvature of the earth. 





When we had arrived on top, the : 
valley below was all hidden by Smog, 
but during our partying it cleared | 
and.we could see everything clear to 
Mt. Palamar and Catalina Island. 


On the return down the mountain the 
party split and 3, lead by Frank 
Goodykoontz, took the short way 
straight down the scree to the hut. 
The others retraced their steps via 
the west rim of the: bowl. 


When asked ‘how he felt now. that he 
‘had climbed Baldy 100 times, ‘Jack 
responded: "I'm just getting over 
the fear of getting lost up here!” 
Bob Frampton - 


JACK BASCOM #100 HIKE TO MT. BALDY 
July 22, 1978 


I was one of the privileged few to go 
on the climb to Mt. Baldy for Jack 
Bascom's 100th trip to the top. The 
weather was beautiful and warm and 
the ten in the group were very con- 
genial after a nice breakfast at ; 
Michael J's, before hitting the trail. 
Once on top a few photos were taken 
and then off to the trees for some 
much deserved shade. The champagne 
flowed freely and the delicious cakes 
and snacks were spread under the — 
trees for everyone to enjoy. The 
trip was an event not only for Jack's 
#100, but also we all saw Venus in 
the daylight after looking for some 
time for it. Three returned via the 
bowl and the rest leisurely came back 
the way they had come. It was a 
great trip and to share it with Jack 
was the best possible way to spend a 
day. ) 
Ellenann Cobb 
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